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TO THE 
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| oF THE 
KINGDOM OF IRELAND, 


BARON LORD RAWDON OF THE KINGDOM OF GREAT-BRITAIN, 


LtEUTENANT-GENERAL OF His MAJESTY'S FORCES, &c. &c. &c. 


As I am a witneſs that your Lordſhip, during your military 
atchievements, explored the ſublimity of Nature, in the wild 
receſſes of the Weſtern World, without ſuggeſting what romantic 
and rural wonders you muſt have beheld in your travels, through 
the Continent of Europe, you are enabled to judge whether the 
picture I have attempted to delineate, bears any reſemblance to 
the bold and majeſtic ſcenery you have admired in other countries; 
or whether I have exaggerated, by poetic fiction, the ſublime and 
beautiful ſubject that gave riſe to the Poem which I have the 
honour of dedicating to your Lordſhip ; but I muſt obſerve, that 
having, from my earlieſt days, beheld KILLARNEY with enthuſiaſtic 
6: A | 0 rapture, 
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rapture, every image it diſplays was impreſſed on the fancy of 


my youth, which, mellowed by time and reflection, have become 


equally delightful to the imagination of my riper years. 

__ Havins thus far expreſſed myſelf, I ſhould in candour de- 
clare, that about half the Poem was written by me, and publiſhed 
without my name, nearly twenty-eight years ſince, during a 
military life, and when I had the happineſs of being quartered 
at Ross CASTLE; but that juvenile and imperfect effort 


no longer exiſts on the public recollection, and is now entirely 


out of print. Since which, having had frequent opportunities 
of reviſiting this terreſtial Paradiſe, I have lately, during my 
leiſure hours (as a relaxation from the toils of buſineſs) en- 
deayoured to correct, enlarge, and embelliſh the original deſign 
to its preſent more extenſive, and, I hope, more pleaſing deſerip- 

tion. | 
And now, my Lord, I offer it, under your Lordſhip's pro- 
tection, and with the beſt intentions, to the candid and indulgent 
public, as the ayowed production of a perſon wiſhing to cele- 
brate the moſt romantic and beautiful part of this kingdom, 
particularly as it gives me an opportunity of acknowledging the 
friendſhip of one of its moſt amiable and diſtinguiſhed cha- 
racters; conſcious that ranged under your Lordſhip's banners, I 
N muſt 


e 
muſt acquire ſome fame, though I never can diminiſh yours, 
ſhould you even condeſcend to beſtow your approbation on the 
following production. | 

I have the honour to remain, | 
My Lord, with the greateſt reſpect and eſteem, 
Your Lordſhip's 
Moſt obliged and obedient 


Humble Servant, 


DvuBLIN, JOSEPH ATEINSON. 
December 1, 1797. 
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YE rural powers! ye legendary train, 

Who round Killarney's magic circle reign, 
Nymphs of the lake! ye dryads, fauns, and fays, 
(Which bards inſpir'd, by incantations raiſe,) 
Lead me along, each myſtic haunt purſue, | 
Expand each proſpect to my raptur'd view; 

And whilſt my muſe the bliſsful ſcene ſurveys, 
Which charms my fancy, and invites my lays, 

O come, entrance me with poetic fire, 

Till equal to my theme my verſe aſpire. 

AND thou, my patron, whoſe deſerv'd acclaim, 
Extends our glory and augments thy fame ; 
Whoſe proud alliance, and illuſtrious birth, 

Are only equall'd by thy private worth ; 
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In whom our ancient chiefs and nobles blend, 

(Who gain'd the rights, thy patriot powers defend) 

Around whoſe brow the laurel'd trophies ſhine, 

Which martial wreaths with claſſic meeds, entwine ; 

That on ſome image ſhou'd renown engrave, 

As SIDNEY poliſh'd, and as FALKLAND brave; 

Whate'er the portrait, or the buſt might be, 

The public mind muſt give the palm to thee. 
TrzNn, Moira, come, thy critic taſte ſuſpend, 


Forget the cenſor in the lenient friend; 


And whilſt thy name my humble verſe adorns, 


{Which like thyſelf baſe adulation ſcorns) 


Thy kind indulgence, thy protection grant, 


And lend the fancy which my muſe may want. 
SEE from afar the Alp-like mountains ſoar, 
Like ſummer verdant, and as winter hoar; 


Some in the clouds their tops Olympian hide, 


To veil their grandeur with majeſtic pride. 
EQUAL with all huge MAncerToN* appears, 


And to the heavens his daring ſummit fears; 


This 


* This mountain is computed at near three thouſand feet high, from the verge 
of Mucrus Lake; and on its ſummit there is a cavity of water called the Devil's 


Punch-bowl, a mile and a half in circumference. 
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This giant Atlas of Terne's ſhore, 
A burthen bears, as fabled Atlas bore; 
His top a ſpacious cavern'd lake ſuſtains, 
Fed by deep fountains and collecting rains; 
And whilſt full torrents down his boſom flow, 
Reflection gilds them in the lake below. 

Tur humble hills where groves and lawns delight, 

Yield a more blooming cultivated ſight ; 
Tho' oft by gloomy exhalations veil'd, 
(Like baſhful beauty in a ſhroud conceal'd) 
We loſe the woodlands and the Alpine blue, 

Which recollection longs again to view. 

Bor gradual now the tranſient miſts oer blown, 
What dazzling ſplendor round their ſides are thrown ! 
Priſmatic viſions float before our eyes, 

Tinge all the lands, and beautify the ſkies. 
When dancing ſun-beams thro! the foreſts play, 
The glittering dingles beam with livelier day. 

Wulst diſtant thus ſuch views ſublime extend, 
Where fertile iſles with cryſtal waters blend ; 

Theſe glorious objects firſt prepare the mind 
To trace the wonders Nature here combin'd ; 


Who 


E 


31: 
Who ſeems to ſtrip the dreary country round, 
That each terraqueous charm might here abound : 
As fires, too partial to a favourite ſon, 

Heap all their ſlighted offsprings' wealth on one. 
Wurxx crowded mountains form a cireling chain, 
Frowning impendent o'er the liquid plain; 

The lucid mirror from their baſe expands 
Its filver'd edges to more fertile lands ; 
Where thy rich manors, and thy parks, KENMARE,* 
The modern form of freſh improvement wear. 
The noble owner, hoſpitably kind, 
(His ſeat an emblem of his ſocial mind) 
Here when his choice invites him to reſide, 
Maintains a princely old Mileſian pride; 
Bids his gay fields with novel charms be grac'd, 
And plants an Eden in the deſert waſte. 
Here lives a model to the rich and great, 
With heart unbounded as his large eſtate : 
| | And 
This part of the poem was written when the perſon alluded to was 
living, and fully enjoying the urbanity and politeneſs for which he was ſo juſtly 


celebrated. The preſent Lord Kenmare and his amiable Lady deſerve equal 
encomiums, and do every honour to the place and their rank in life. 
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And when from tranſitory ſcenes remov'd, 
His ſon ſhall emulate the worth he lov'd; 
Whilſt his fair conſort, deck d with Paphian grace, 
Shall reign the goddeſs of this heavenly place. 

K1ILLARNEY's villa now the few ſalutes, 
(With grander towns for riſing fame diſputes $) 
How muſt its comforts its extent 6 
Since TOLERATION aids the arts of peace; 
Since equal bleſſings with our ſiſter iſle, 
Bid trade expand and cultivation ſmile ! - 
Thus, our rude peaſants, by example wile, 
Shall ſee new manufactures round them riſe : 
Then pleaſed the ſympathetic ſoul may trace, 
In their neat cots a renovated race. 
Then every foe to ſloth, and ſpurious taſte, 
To this ſequeſter'd paradiſe ſhall haſte ; 
Buy Nature charm'd, by her attractions won, 
From crowded ſtreets to rural ſcenes ſhall run. 
No longer ſcrape the flags o'er Baias parade, 
Or count the piles in Buxton's chill arcade; 
Tir'd of the liftleſs, lazy, dull career, | 
Come, Britain's ſons ! find healthier naiads here. 
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Tux craggy heights and tufted hills oppoſe 
This cultur'd ſight, and wilder ſcenes diſcloſe ; 
Tho' unembelliſh'd by laborious art, 

Their native wonders greater charms impart. 
The ſwelling curves we interſpers'd deſcry, 
Preſent new pictures to the roving eye; 

The grand aſpiring wilderneſs of trees, 

Which clothe their ſides and fan the ſummer's breeze; 
Th' arbutus, holly, - juniper and yew, 

With blooming myrtles virent, young and avi; 
Here grow luxuriant to their native ſize, - 

And ev'ry artful, mangled form deſpiſe: 

The cone-like ſpruce, the ſombrous fir and pine, 
Here with deciduous vegetation twine : 

From Nature's birth, here all ſpontaneous blend, 
And o'er the lake their twiſted arms ſuſpend ; 
In rival beauty here promiſcuous live, 

To ſhare the decoration which they give, 

Tux bright caſcades, the mountains torrents form, 
Which ruſh and foam, and down the gullies ſtorm ; 
Or faintly glimmer thro' the waving woods, 

(Now half-diſcoyer'd, half- conceal d their floods :) 
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The rocks and foreſts in their rage they ſweep, 
| Roaring impetuous down the delug'd ſteep, 

Thus oft is ſeen in human life diſplay'd, 

Some foreign chief in warlike power obey'd ; 

Nations are {wept before his ſavage might, 

At length he towers to wild ambition's height, 

Then down the precipice of fate he's hurl'd, 

The ſcourge and victim of an .injur'd world, 
Now ſpread in ftreams and ſoftly purling rills, 

The waters babble o'er the ſloping hills, 

Thro' meads enamel'd now to glide and range, 

And tell in peaceful lapſe their tranquil change, 

Thus calm in innocence the guileleſs youth, 

(The tenor of whoſe days is peace and truth) 

Diſtant from warfare and ambition's ſtrife, 

Glides ſmooth. and filent thro” the vale of life. 
TuIs bright aſſemblage, with their lights and ſhades, 

Whilſt Sol ſtill glitters thro' the mingling glades ; 


The various tints the trembling leaves unfold, 


The new-born green, and autumn cloth'd with gold 
While curling woodbines thro! the branches ſtray, 
Scent the mild air, and ſhade the ſultry day: 
= And 
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And chus inviting, as they twine their boughs, 
The warbling quire to pledge their mutual yows ; 
There ſafe from cruel man to rear their young, 
And harmonize the groves from whence they ſprung. 
An ! had kind Nature more propitious been, 


And form'd the climate equal to the ſcene 


How more luxuriant won'd thoſe proſpects riſe, 
Nurs'd by the genial warmth of Tropic ſkies ! 

Then might the tendrils of the cluſt'ring vine, 
Midf the green hills in ſweet confuſion twine; 
The glowing grape each pregnant bough adorn, 


And amaranths conceal the pointed thorn ; 


Exotic ſhrubs might here ſucceſſive grow, 
In ſhades retir'd and paths bewild'ring blow; 
The lime and orange blend with plantain bowers, 
And ſcent the zephyrs of the temp'rate hours. 
Taz Lake“ might then, with gentle breezes curl'd, 
Boaſt its bright barges with broad ſails unfurl'd ; 
| h The 
The boats are ſeldom allowed to carry cu, ol account of the ſudden cqualls 
from the ſurrounding mountains. —The lower Lake is upwards of ſeven miles 


long, in ſome parts ſeventy fathoms deep, and in many places near the ſhore up- 
wards of twenty. 
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The ſmooth expanſe in more ſecure repoſe, _ 
Might then eſcape each ruffling blaſt that blows ; 
Let ſplendid gallies thro' the iſlands fail, 

Stretch their white canvas to the welcome gale ; 


Devious to board along the winding coaſt, 


Nor ſcar'd by rocks, nor by ſtrong ſqualls be loſt, 


Bur ſince, nor earthquakes nor volcanos dire 
Convulſe our ſhores, nor burſt with liquid fire, 
Nor furious hurricanes, which ſtorm the deep, 
And o'er the land with deſolation ſweep; | 
Nor hungry lions in our foreſts howl, 

Nor wolves voracious in our paſtures prowl! z 

Nor hateful monſter, with amphibious powers, 
Frights not the ſhore, nor in the lake devours; 
Nor crawling reptile in our meads conceal' d, 
With venom'd ſting, by antidote unheal'd; 

Nor clouds of locuſts o'er our harveſts fly, 

Nor noxious peſtilence infects our {ky : 


And Heaven, all gracious, to this iſle more bleſt, 


Bade all thoſe horrors foreign climes infeſt; 
Where hateful tyrants bear deſtructive ſway, 
And groaning flaves reluctantly obey : 
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But we, to charter 'd, lawful Freedom born, 
May brave all deſpots, and their minions ſcorn. 

THEN freed from ills, which richer climes annoy, 
Our native pleaſures let our ſons enjoy. 

SEE where Glen; her riſing boſom ſwells 
Midſt pendant rocks, thick woods and watry dells; 
Where Echo tunes her ſweet refponſive voice, | 
And bids all nature at her ſong rejoice ; 

Whilſt we entranc'd, and reſting on our oars, 
Pant to be daſh'd upon the vocal ſhores... 

So when Ulyſſes plough'd the Auſonian Main, 
And heard the ſyrens fafcinating ſtrain ; | 
Charm'd, he had plang'd to catch the magic ſound, 
Had not his crew the raptur'd hero bound : 

Thus we by beauty and our friends ſecur'd, 
Taſte ſafer joys, by brighter charms allur'd. 

THEN whilſt our climate boaſts the autumnal change, s 
The ſporting crowd to this retreat may range; 
Here feed unbounded every young deſire, 

Which active pleaſures in their breaſts inſpire; 


vegetation is then in its moſt luxuriant perfection, particularly the arbutus, which 
thrives in great beauty and abundance round the lakes and on the different iſlands. 


If 


* Autumn is certainly the moſt favourable ſeaſon for viſiting the Lake, as the. 
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If bent to climb the mountains tufted maze, 
And from the cliffs with joyful wonder gaze 
Thence to behold the vaſt Atlantic Main, 
Where Britain's fleets in martial tr.umph reign; 
Bid her rich commerce to each nation roll, 
And naval thunder roar from pole to pole. 

Bor ſtop, my muſe, this daring flight reſtrain, 
And quit the warlike for the rural plain. 

THEN ſpring the grouſe, the heaths impurpl'd hold, 
And their bright plumage to the ſun unfold; 
Go fluſh the partridge, mark the pheaſant's flight, 
And from their terror catch a wild delight: 
Then quick diſcharge the whizzing fatal lead, 
And gain new life from the mute victims dead. 

OR, if a nobler game thy with purſues, 
(Nature has amply given thee here to chuſe) 
Rouz'd by the concert of the hounds and horn, 
When the lark ſoaring hails the grey-ey'd morn 
The ſtag awaits thee on the mountains” ſide, 
The lofty groves his ſpreading antlers hide : 
A gay flotilla on the lake appears, | 
Crowds to the ſport, and each ſpectator cheers; 

Not 
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Not the proud Gondolas on Brenta's wave, 


Boaſt groups more beautiful, or men ſo brave. 


Tux ſtag's in view, behold the glorious game, 
Let the purſuit thy kindling ſoul inflame: 
How Echo ſighs to hear his plaintive groans, 


And, as in ſympathy, his fate bemoans. 


The well-ſtaunch'd hounds, now join'd in tuneful cry, 
With eager ſpeed and fierce impatience fly : 


How the ſtag trembles for his threaten'd fate, 


Where can he reſt, how combat or retreat? 
In vain below, the ardent chace to ſhun, | 
Up the ſteep precipice in vain to run; *. 
For there the ruſtic multitude combines 
To guard the paſles, and defend the lines: 
By terror hurried, and o'er-ſpent with toil, 
Sudden he plunges in the cooler ſoil. _ 
FLy ſwift, ye barges, o'er the billows ſkim, 
See where your hunted martyr ſtrives to ſwim ; 


The 


* When a ſtag chace is ordered for any viſitor on the Lake, it is crowded with 
boats from the neighbouring ſhores ; and there are men ranged on the tops of the 
mountains to keep the ſtag from croſſing them, and to drive him down to the 
Lake, 5 . 
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The vig'rous rowers ev'ry nerve diſtend, 


Now with full voice your cheering plaudits lend. 
BEHOLD him near, encreaſe your joyful cries, 
| Almoſt with fear your timid victim dies: 
No more he ſwims, but panting now for breath, 
Laments in tears a baſe, a barbarous death. 
Bor ſpare, ah! ſpare this monarch of the chace, 
The nobleſt, ſtrongeſt, ſwifteſt of his race; 
And while triumphant and ſecure you float, 
Ah! ſpare the dumb complainer's downy throat; 
Be truly brave, not prodigal of blood, 
Diſmiſs the ranger to his native wood, 
Bound by a wreath the hand of beauty gave,* 
He'll own your bounty, ”? and be mark'd your ſlave ; 
Amongſt his wild companions long to live, 
He to your ſons a future chace may give. 
Exulting clamours from the ſhores rebound, 
And from the barges to the —_ 
T1R'D with the noiſe of this tumultuous ſport, 


Some to the Lake for calmer joys reſort ; 
E Whilſt 


* Alluding to the cuſtom of the Ladies binding his head with a ribbon, 
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Whilſt contemplation and amuſement join'd, 


. 


New ftring the nerves and tranquilize the mind. 

Now bend the angle, caſt your mimic flies, 
And midft the rippling wave the fiſh will riſe : 
Th aquatic brood perceive the tempting bait, 
(But ah! what frauds on proffer'd bounty wait) 
Now fondly eager to devour their prey, 
They leap the pleaſing but the fatal way ; 
Too late they find the treach'rous hook is there, 
In vain they plunge to ſnap the twiſted ſnare. 

G1ve line enough, let looſe the twirling wheel, 
Nor let them ſudden all thy prowels feel 5 
In vain they ſtruggle to preſerve their liſe, 
If cool experience rule the playful ſtrife; i 
Firſt to indulge, and next their courſe reſtrain, 
"Till they flag gaſping with fatigue and pain: 
The ſpeckled trout your landing net may wield, 
Like the ſnar'd covey on the ſtubbl'd field. 
If the large falmon thy temptation court, 
A nobler game ! a more delightful fport ! 
He thro” the liquid maze for hours will play, 
Your keen impatience and your toil repay ; 

| | Whilſt 
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Whilſt you, to make your noble captive ſure, 


With the barb'd gaff your ſtruggling prey ſecure; 
And whilſt admiring friends your triumph hail, 
The friendly theme becomes the friends regale. 
WHEN leafleſs trees are ſpangled by the froſt, 
And glittering vie with verdant beauties loſt ; 
The icy cryſtals in the night diſplay | 
A dawn-like twinkling, and a rival day; 
And if pale Cynthia ſpreads her mantle bright, 
We ſcarce deplore the want of ſolar light. 
Now ſhou'd the Lake with ſolid ice be ſpread, 
Safely to bear the hardy ſportſman's tread ; 
To ſkim the ſurface on the ſliding ſkate, 
And daring venture on the brink of fate; 
What birds of paſſage may the fowler kill, 
What native game his loaded nets may fill ; 
The duck and widgeon, now diſtreſs'd for food, 
Quit frozen ponds and ſeek the marſhy wood : 
The roving woodcocks here in flocks repair, 
From colder climes to ſeek a milder air : 
The ſnipe, the bittern, and the wild curlew, 
By nature free, feel ſlave- like dread of you; 
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Whilſt the ſwift hare that's cours'd o'er mounts of ſnow, 


Will warm thy frame like ſummer's fervid glow. 

Bor ſince my verſe the various iſles wou'd ſing, 
Come, CL1o, come and give my fancy wing; 
Let navigators paint each foreign ſhore, 

New charms imagine, and new worlds explore ; 
Around theſe Lakes they realiz'd appear, 
Sublime and beautiful ! concenter'd here. 

Ross, firſt and greateſt in extent and fame,* 
A warlike Caſtle, gives the iſland name; 

What furious ſiege its battlements ſuſtain d, 
What martial heroes in its bulwarks reign'd ; 
Diſplay no buſts, nor live on tomb engrav'd, 
The ſtructure ſcarce from deſolation ſav'd. 
Then, O! my country, fir'd with zeal, oppoſe 
The Nation's foreign and domeſtic foes. 

Now thro' yon labyrinth your way purſue, 
Where fancy paints and Nature lends her clue: 
See rocks and ifles the ſylvan borders hem, 

Like ſome rich brilliants round a larger gem. 
| 4 HERE 


* The iſland of Roſs Caſtle, fo called from an ancient fortreſs on it, and cloſe 
to which there is a barrack:—In the middle of this iſland there are valuable 
mines which had been worked till the waters filled up the ſhafts. 
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Herz man once labour'd in the golden mines, 


To lure coy Fortune to his bold deſigns; E 
Extracting ruin from each lump of ore, | 
And with enough kept toiling {till for more ; 
"Tis this embroils- our mad litigious race, 
Corrupts falſe patriots to their own diſgrace ; 
Grants ſenſe and worth to branded knaves and fools, | 
And (taught by us) the female boſom rules. 

Bor here, ſee Nature the vain proſpect foil, 
And bid the Lake o'erwhelm the ſordid toil. 

FAIR INNISFALLEN, in more ancient days, 
| Boaſted an abbey, to religious praiſe,* 
Where pious ſaints, with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
From the ſeducing world, and vice, retir d; 
Far from the crimes which ſinful man pervade, 
Bleſt in their hallow'd iſle, they watch'd and pray'd ; 
In moral duty to their Maker true, | 
Nor lur'd by aught our modern prieſts purſue ; 

F Me | | Behold 


* The remains of an old cloyſter, called St. Finians, are ſtill extant on this 
iſland, near to which Lord Kenmare has fitted up a place for company to regale in, 
out of part of the ruins.— This iſland contains near eighteen acres of the richeſt 
paſturage in Europe. = 
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Behold the ſad remains of ancient time, 


The columns moulder'd midſt the crumbling lime; 

The faithful ivy ſtill o'erfhades the wall, 

And clings to hide its old companions fall; 

Not like the friends of this baſe world, who ſhun 

Our ruin'd fortunes or our fame undone. 

Bur now by feſtive gayer thoughts allur'd, 

Let us be bleſt, though not like monks immur'd ; 

In yon arch'd grot repoſe yourſelves a while, 

And midſt ſecluſion wear a ſocial ſmile : 

Spread the regale, unflaſk the ſparkling wine, 

Awaken mirth, as temp'rate joys incline : 

Chearful with learning, with religion gay, 

And cull the roſes thro life's thorny way; 

Exert our talents for the public weal, 

And ſerve our country with unvenal zeal ; 

Each public purpoſe by its means to ſcan, 

Aſſert the ſoul and vindicate the man. | 

Bor whilſt we're bleſt in this delicious ſpot, 

Be all the world and all its cares forgot: 

We'll range the lawn, or round the terrace ſtray, 

Crown'd by tlie lofty grove that ſhades the day; ; 
= . Taſte 


he... 
Taſte each delight its local beauty lends, + 
And each proſpective charm that hence extends, 

WHAT other iſles the nether Lake contains,“ 
Their gifts external, and their gay demeſnes, 
Tho” each diſtinguiſh'd by ſome curious name, 
Which from our fancy or their forms they claim, 
Muſt paſs unſung, nor can bedeck my lays 
Whilſt diſtant ſcenes my admiration raiſe. 

SEE where the land with gentle ſlope aſcends, 
And from the Lake to yon fam'd ruin bends ; 
An ancient city once the ſcite cou d boaſt, f 
A name it had, nor is the name yet loſt. 

When civil broils and foreign power annoy'd, 
Our peopl'd towns, and warlike piles deſtroy'd; 
Rapacious, plunder'd all their native pride, 
And with Hibernian blood the ramparts dyed 
This fatal ſpot the mighty havoc ſhar'd, 

And emigration took what ravage ſpar'd, 


Bur 


The lower Lake boaſts thirty- eight iſlands, and forms an archipelago the moſt 
beautiful that can be imagined ; many of them are aſſimilated, from their fantaſtic 


ſhapes, to objects they reſemble in their exterior ſhape, or to what they moſt: 


produce. 


+ The veſtige of an ancient eity call Rn the ruins of the e are 


ſtill extant, 


| 
1 
4 
f 
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Bor if thine eyes for extant beauties ſue, 


See where DUNLow preſents the pleaſing view ;* 
A Gothic fabric, and a rich demeſne, 
Whoſe tow'ring height commands the cultur'd plain, 

HERE the great Lake its broad expanſion ends, 
And here its full collected force diſtends; 

Then forms a river, rumbling down the ſhore, 
Thro' ſhoals and cataracts to daſh and roar ; 
Reluctant leaves its former placid bed, 

And murmuring, tells tranquillity is fled; 
Loſt and ingulph'd amidſt the ocean's tide, 

No more with ſoftneſs thro' the plains to glide. 

HeNce waft me quick where Mucks ſpreads its charms f 
Midſt views romantic, and Arcadian farms 
Where Art and Nature long have rivals been, 
To dreſs each other, and contraſt the ſcene; 
Where Flora ſcatters round perennial bowers; 
A ſnow of bloſſoms and a wild of flowers.” | 
35 Tu 

* The ſeat of Mr. Mahony, at the 3 of che Lake, and near which the 
Lake ruſhes in a river called the Lane. 


I The ſeat of Mr. Herbert.—It is a beautiful peninſula, in which the luxuri- 
| ance of nature and the embelliſhments of art ſtrive for pre- eminence. 
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Tun arbutus here, a never-fading green, 
In all its pride, and bloom, mature is ſeen ; 
| And like the citron can at once diſplay, 
The ſpring, the autumn, and the type of May; 
What various tinges on the branches vie? 
The fruit, the blolſom, and the vernal dye. 

Nor is the ſhrub luxuriant here alone, 
But round the Lake in wild profuſion thrown ; 
Sprouts thro' the rocks, bedecks the ſavage waſte 
With pleaſing ſweetneſs to the ſight and taſte. 

Bo r let me viſit yon old cloyſter d fane, * 
Where penſive ſolitude and ſilence reign; | 
Place me beneath yon venerable yew, 
(Where hoar with age the cloyſter'd hermit grew) 
Or range the moſs-grown aiſles and ivy'd towers, 
Which time with mutilating rage devours; 
Trace the rude fragments of the hallow'd dome, 
Midſt ſculls and monuments of death to roam ; We: 
And from the ſolemn ruins learn to know, | 
How vain, how tranſient, this frail world below. 

en N Bur 


he ruins of the Priory of Trrelagh ſome of the ſuperſtructure of which, 
and the Cloyſters, are ſtill extant.—There is a venerable yew in the centre of it, 
and piles of ſculls and bones collected amidſt the ruins. 
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Bur fly from this to more congenial lights, 
Where modern taſte with elegance unites; 
Where mazy paths to lawns and viſtas lead, 
To views unbounded, or the myſtic ſhade : 
By one Rialto, on each ſhore ſuſtain'd, 
Muczvs two beauteous iſles has lately gain'd : * 
An equal praiſe the verdant fiſters claim, 
May laſting Time record their rival fame - 
And their long union a fix'd emblem ſtand, 
Of Britain and Ierne's mutual band! | 
In thoſe primeval, lov'd retreats, I'd ſtay, 
And paſs the ſummer of each year away; 
In yon propitious, gay, inviting ſhed, 
Round which the eglantine and roſes fpread ; 
In neat ſimplicity that humbly ſhows, 
The unambitious, undiſturb'd repoſe, 
To coſtly pomp and palaces unknown, 
(And which for thee, dear Dix Ish, I'd diſown.) 
There charm'd by rural ſports and tranquil joys, 
Forget each worldly care that life annoys, 1 55 
- SEE a new Lake, here unexpected ſpreads, 


What foamy torrents from yon mountain heads; 
5 The 


The iſland of Diniſh and Brickeen, united by a bridge from Mucrus. 


P 


I 
The ſilver brightneſs, with refracted rays, 
Shines on the ſides, and thro' the valley plays; 


To thee, high MANGERTON, this charm we owe, “ 


From thy deep crater theſe large floods o erflow; 
Not like Vesuv1vs, or like Ex NA dread, | 
A conflagration round the world to ſpread. 
Tun frowning Turk ſurveys this ſmiling ſcene, f 
With ragged brow and inauſpicious mein; 
Seems plac'd by Nature as an envious foil, 
To look terrific on this blooming ſoil; 
His awful front, ſtupendouſſy on high, 
His baſe inſults the wave, his brow the ſky. 
Now in the barge to mount the river's ſtream, 
Wrapt in delight, of new enchantments dream; 
Imagination to each object toſt, 
Fires ev'ry ſenſe and roves in wonder loſt. 
BEHOLD yon creſted promontory riſe, 4 
Thence the fierce eagle his young brood ſupplies ; 


| His 
- * The ſuperfluous waters from the Devil's Punch-bow!, ruſh down the ſides of 


this mountain, forming a variety of caſcades, particularly one of a hundred and 
fifty feet high, that precipitately falls into Mucrus Lake, which is two miles in 


length and one in breadth. 
+ Turk Mountain. 


A perpendicular mountain, called the Eagles' Neſt, on the ſummit of which 


they breed. 


| 


1 
His eyes alone, undazzl'd, dares behold, 
With quenchleſs ray, the ſun's meridian gold ; 
Exultingly he wings his trackleſs way, 
To dart reſiſtleſs on his trembling prey: 
Shou' d he approach, the deadly tube prepare, 
And give the inſatiate tyrant war for war; 
From his etherial proud dominion thrown, | 
The feather'd quire ſhall make your triumph known; 
Shall tune your praiſe in gratulating ſong, 
Whilſt kids and fawns in ſafety ſkip along. | 
Bur hark! what harmony enchants the ear, 
Let mute attention fix the liſtner here; 
What. bliſsful ſounds from yon rude cliffs reſpire ? 

Sure tis the concert of ſome heavenly quire; 

TY atrial muſic on that mountain floats, | 
Now they burſt louder, now breathe ſofter notes : 
Here, gently plaintive as the ſhepherds lute, 

There, the loud clarion of the horn diſpute, 
Hark! 


The ſound of a French-horn or clarionet, in a concealed ſituation from the 
company, and the diſcharge of a ſmall, piece of cannon, alternately, produce all 
the effects I have here but faintly endeavoured to deſcribe ; as the muſic of the 
one and the roar of the other derer 19580 or ten minutes e the ſur- 
rounding mountains. : n | : 


1 
HARK |! they are wafted to yon vocal hill, 
Tune all the ſkies, and thro' our boſoms thrill; 
From ev'ry grove the tell-tale Echoes fly, 
-Whilft hill to hill and vale to vale reply; 
The imitative birds would catch the lays, 


And ruminating herds forget to graze. | 
HEaAv'Ns! what a craſh in that tremendous peal, 

How the ſucceſſive ſounds our ears aſſail! 

The mimic thunder ſcatters wild affright 

Till earthquake terrors ſwim before the ſight : 

Nature ſeems ſhudd'ring with convulſive rage 

An elemental war again to wage: 

Even man, amazed, can ſcarce the effect ſuſtain, 

But fears another © chaos come again.” 

Pale Fancy pants, repeated burſts to hear, 

Now mute with wonder, now transfix d by fear, 
Bur hark! again the melody rebounds, 

And by concuſſion melts in ſweeter ſounds ; 

The echoing hills in one full chorus ring, | 

And the low vallies learn from them to ſing j 

The tone celeſtial every ſenſe inſpires 

With thrilling raptures and refin'd deſires; 

Pleas'd Nature, ſmiling, bids the uproar ceaſe, 

Whilſt muſic breathes the ſoothing ſoul of peace 

H 


Now 


- 
r 
———————————— — 
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Now ſtill mean ring thro! the river's courſe, 1 
Jo trace its flowing from the fountain ſource; | 
'Thro' narrow ftraights, and wild romantic ways, 
Explore new proſpects thro” the liquid maze: 
Here barren hills no fragrant ſhrubs adorn, 
But all around looks wintry and forlorn. 
Here oſpreys hover, there bold eagles roam, | 
And undiſputed make each cliff their hom. 
THz ſcene now changes to a nobler ſight, 
See waving woods and new caſcades unite ; | 
Nor ſhall yon ScyLLA and CHARyBpis barf- 
The advent'rous oar ſuch frowing guards to dare; 
For ſee the danger ſhrinks, from nearer view, 
Now boldly puſh, thy floating path purſue.. 
Look where the Paps their white-rob'd fummits ſwell, 
Burſting the clouds their lovely charms to tell; 
As ſome fair boſom, veil'd in modeſt pride, 
Peeps thro the lawn that wou'd its beauty hide; 
Ye hills and dales ſo pictureſque and wild ! 


Ve ſtreams and woods midſt cliffs and caverns pil'd.; 7 
| 55 What 

This river, that unites the Upper and Lower Lake, is four miles in length; and, 

except at_one rocky fall, at Oldweir Bridge, which joins the back of Turk —_ 

"tain to the oppoſite ſhore, is a ſafe and eaſy navigation. 

+ Juſt at the entrance of the Upper Lake, your further la is me 


obſtructed by two craggy rocks, called Coleman's Eye, ** afford, on approach, 
a deep and eaſy entrance. 


119 
What glowing diction, what deſcriptive fice. . 
Can paint each landſeape in its juſt attire? 
— To know their charms, and all their powers confeſs, 
Go, and adore them in their local dreſs !. 
Or, if the fates the happy ſight refuſe, 
Behold the prototype in FiSHER's Views.“ 
See a new Lake with iſles delightful grac'd, 
Midft ſavage nature in retirement plac'd ; 
Where moſs-grown rocks, midſt purple mountains bloom, 
And woods impervious ſhed an awful gloom ; - 
In rude magnificence compil'd and hurl'd, 

To vie, Columbus, with thy weſtern world. 
Herz the hoar hermit might himſelf ſeclude, 
Nor even, in thought, on peopled realms obtrude - 

There, Druid-like, in ſhades myſterious clos'd, 
(His ſoul to heaven and Chriſtian faith diſpos'd)_ 
In holy peace might here ſequeſter'd dwell, 
The grove his altar, and the rock his cell; Fe” 
Might 
„Who has alſo executed, in,a maſterly tiles and publiſhed a collection of 
prints, called, « The Beauties of Ireland.” 
+ This Upper Lake, ſurrounded by every grand and beautiful object, and con- 
taining ten charming iſlands, is beyond deſcription romantic, and Macillycuddy's 


Ricks, aſpire to the clouds aboye you with a IE). of caſcades. e through. 
the woodlands. nl); 461 10 55 The 
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Might feaſt on nature ev'ry ſtep he trod, 
And round him gaze to own his bounteous God. 
Bur now returning down the rapid tide, 

Too ſoon we paſs the flying river's ſide; » 
No paſt enjoyment palls our fond delight, 
Again we pant to view each former ſight ; 
While ſyren Echoes might allure our ſtay, 
But the ſwift barge flies ſwifter far than they; 
Yet the bleſt muſic tingling in our ears, 
Speaks to the ſkies and every mortal cheers. 
Now own thy little toil is much o'er paid, 
To feel ſuch tranſports to the ſoul convey'd, 

With heav'oly ſounds and bliſsful viſions pleas'd, 
Midſt magic ſcenes by no enchantment rais'd ; 
"Where all we view delights the raviſh'd ſoul, 
Where laviſh Nature ſcorns EE Pomp's controul ; 
For art too grand, too regular for chance, 
Sure tis the raving of ſome magic trance: 

"Tis the bright region of ſome fairy queen, 

Or bleſt Elyſium by the enraptur'd ſeen; 

If tis illuſion, ſtay, dear viſion, ſtay, 

Nor tear my fancy from ſuch joys away. 

No, tis a heaven, if earth can heaven ſuſtain, 
Or ancient Een hers * again. 
FIN 1-8 
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